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Article 13

December

1944

for Don W elch

Mark Sanders
Anna Shultz emerges from her house to retrieve
the Norfolk Daily News. Hengstler, the mortician,
drives down the street in his new Dodge. Anna
does not return his wave. She shuts the door
like the lid to a coffin. At the kitchen table,
where a photograph of her son sits, she drinks
a cup of coffee, she bites a roll like a bullet.
Gordie Raff, halfback at Creighton High,
is sleeping late. “If you want something to eat
today,” his mother yells, “get up to butcher
that old rooster.” Gordie rolls over,
sleep sticking to him. He’s hungover;
a little blood will wake him. A war’s
going on. Glenn Miller just went down.
Bob Geslar in his pickup creeps into town,
. . .

milk cans and cream cans clanking.
At Sloane’s Creamery he buys four dozen
eggs. “Mom’s hens won’t lay,” he tells them.
Sloane knows the answer. “Not enough mash.
i
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They load a hundred pounds, and oyster shell,
u
Then on to Fynks Market for flour and coffee.
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Illustrations

by

C harlotte W illiams

Bill Haskin, his folks the first settlers
in Knox County, shows up at the pool hall
with arrowheads, three of them nearly as new
as the day they were struck. The stories he tells
go back years, about his parents, the Pawnee,
fourteen mules, and a two-story sod.
Everyone listens to the stories they know by heart.
Old Bill Cannon walks down Main
with a pouter in his hands, heading to Schoenstein’s
to trade birds. Two stray dogs leap up,
smelling the bird, and he scolds them
in German. Other Germans gather in the bar’s
basement. Playing cards, they coo softly
in their language. No one minds that they do.
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